YBRMA
In the night-tide of the pilgrimage
f 11 tear my raffled skirt.
BOY:
Then quickly night-tide fell.
Oh, how the night was falling!
See how dark becomes
the mountain waterfall.
[Guitars begin to sound.}
MALE [he rises and shakes the horn]:
Ah, how white
the sorrowing wife!
Ah, how she sighs beneath the branches!
Poppy and carnation you'll later be
when the male spreads out his cape.
[He approaches.]
If you come to the pilgrimage
to pray your womb may flower
don't wear a mourning veil
but a gown of fine Dutch linen.
Walk alone along the walls
where fig trees thickest grow
and bear my earthly body
until the white dawn wails.
Ah, how she shines!
How she was shining,
ah, how the sad wife sways!
FEMALE:
Ah, let love place on her
wreaths and coronets,
let darts of brightest gold
be fastened in her breast.
MALE:
Seven times she wept
and nine she rose,
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